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GOSH SAKES, WILMA, 
S7OP SHAKING THE 
BED! I CAN'T SLEEP! 


STUTTERING, WILMA, 
DON'T You’ 


aif 
THE FLINTSTONES Vol, 3, No. 19, December, 1972, * 


‘published every six weeks by Chariton Press, Inc., at Charlton Building, Division St, Derby, Conn. 06418. Second 
over price, 


“Subseription $1.60 annually. Printed in U.S.A Geo. Wildman Managing Editor.The stories, characters and inciden 


class postage paid at Derby, Conn, 06418, —20¢ per copy. 

its portrayed in this periodical are entirely fictitious, and no 

‘identification with actual persons, living or dead, is intended. This magazine has been produced and sold subject to the restrictions that it shall only be resold at retail 

4 published and at full cover price. It is & violation of these stipulations for this magazine to be offered for sale by any vendor in a mutilated condition, o¢ at less than full 
(©1972, HANNA BARBERA PRODUCTIONS, INC. 


International copyright secured. All rights reserved, 


z 
¥ 
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GET UPAND PU 
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i FEEL 
(SHIVER) F-FINE, 
- STIFF S 
TTHIS House * 
16 LIKE AN {-iGLOO 
ITS F-F-FREEZ 
IN H-HERE 
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YOURE RIGHT, WILMA, 4 OKAY! OUR FIRE DRAGON ALWAYS 
IT 1S COLD, T — IT HAS BEEN RELIABLE! I BETTER 
ON MY NOSE GO SEE WHAT HAPPENED! 


@-CHEE / 1\-HE'S OUT E-LOLD 
MMAYBE HE N-NBEDS A 
V-VITAMIN Aw BING! S-SOME- 


“7 GIVE HIM A PIECE 


TLL H-HAVE 
E V-VETERINARIAN, | OF YOUR MIND, FRED, 
NACE IS A AFTERALL, HE SOLD 
{T TO You! 


O-OPERATOR, THis 1s AN” 
E- EMERGENCY, DOCTOR 
H-HORSEFEATHER'S LINE IS- 
BUSY , P-PLEASE CUT IN J 


ON 


$-SORRY TO C-CUT SN e 
YOUR CCALL, DDOCTOR. 6-GOOD..AND 


C-CAN C- E “HU Hy 
“TPS eso ‘fe 
U-URGENT L 


ITT DON'T. TIHINK MUCH 7 NOW TAKE IT 
OF YOU, D-DOCTOR \ EASY, FRED! 


D see 
{| R- RECOMMENDING THAT 
AGON TO U-uS } 


'-16 IT SSERIOUS ? 
WHAT'S W-WRONG 
WITH HIM, D-DOCTOR ? 

2 


NOTHING |S WRONG 
WITH HIM, FRED, YOU 
BETTER CALLTHE OIL 
MAN... YOUR FIRE 
IGON RAN OUT 


oO. 
OF FUEL! 


NEARLY QUITTIN! TIME, 7 ME TOO, FRED, IT'LL 
* BARNEY! 1'M GLAD { GEGREAT T' RELAX 


THIS WEEK'S OVER! : OVER THE WEEKENP! 


coe 
GET Yomel 


I KNOW, FRED, I'VE HAP 


WY I OIDN'T DOATHING. WY 
+ MR. SLATE, I MIND TO 
MY WORK ALL WEEK ! 
es \ 
an ay \ 
4 , y 
oy 


OSH, FREB, 
SAY WHY Z 


DON'T TELL 


ME YOU GOT” 
FIRED 2 


/NO,NO,WILMA! MR. SLATE WANTS 7 GAZE UPON YOUR HANDSOME 
ME OVER TO HIS HOUSE TOMORROW _}I- f HUSBAND, WILMA, I THINK HE 
h MORNING ! WN] HAS B/G PLANS FORME! | 


/ OH,1'M SO PROUD OF 

YOU, FRED! YoU WoRK 
SO HARD, {OU DESERVE 
SOMETHING BETTER | 


SEE YA LATER, WILMA, 
‘LLTELL YOU ALL ABOUT 
A. IT WHEN 1 GET HOME! 


(GLAD [0 SBE YOU'RE 
ON TIME, FRED, NOW 
HERE'S A LIST OF 


(THAT CHEAP SKATE! 
iD. AND ON MY DAY 


¥ OFF! 
ie Rea 


WHAT HE NEEDS IS A 


ZOO KEEPER TO EXERCISE 
HIS PETS! 


7 »».AND I CLEANED OUT THE MR. SLATE, YOU HAVE ME 
GARAGE, WASHED YOUR CAR, “Sj 
PLANTED TWO TREES AND... 


WORKING L/KE A 2POG/ 


SEEING THAT YOU THINK 
$0, FRED FLINTSTONE, . 
I HAVEA BIG BONUS 

‘ For You! 


FRED DEAR, LISTEN TO YOu'RE RIGHT, WILMA, 
PEBBLES SING! SHE HAS © IT5 SO MELODIOUS AND 
A BEAUTIFUL. VOICE / STRONG FOR HER AGE! _ 


VY BETTY, YOu SHOULD HAVE 
HEAR? PEBBLES SING 
LAST NIGHT! SHE’S A a 
LITTLE NIGHTINGALE: 


'RE LUCKY, WILMA, 
BAM IS LIKE BARNEY, 
NO TALENT ATALL/- 


WILMA ,1F YOU THINK PEBBLES IS 

(AT GOOD, WHY DON'T YOU TAKE 
HER TO A THEATRICAL AGENT ! 
MAYBE SOMETHING WILL COME OF IT! 


THAT'S AVERY GOOD IDEA ~ «s WHAT DO YOU THINK, FRED ¥ 
BETTY ! LL GO TALK IT OVER V ica (PEBBLES A STAR! 
WITH FRED! 7HANKS/. AND AT SUCH A YOUNG AGE ! 


1'M WITH YOU, WILMA , GET PEBBLES 
DRESSED, I'LL LOOK IN THE YELLOW 
PAGES FOR AN AGENT. «+ 


+++AH, 
iy 


THERE'S THE PLACE, B ° LL, GOOD, 
FRED, PULL OVER TO LUCK YOU TWO. 
THE CURB AND ALEASE ‘ 
DON'T COME IN WITH 
US, 1-DON'T TRUST 
THAT BIG MOUTH OF 
yours ! 


SHE'S A CUTE LITTLE THING, 
BUT TO BE AN ENTERTAINER, 
MRS. FLINTSTONE, SHE MUST 
ALSO HAVE PERSONALITY 
IN HER voice! 


HE'S A BORN SONGSTRESS ! 
~- SHE'S SUCH A NATURAL 
TALENT ! 


OH, SHE SURE HAS, SiR! 
PEBBLES, SING FOR 


THE GENTLEMAN !° YOU HAVE TO BE 


STONE DEAF TO STAND 
PEBBLES' ROCK 


SINGING! 


RANDY THE RAINMAKER 


Ronald Markson, the man commonly known as 
“Randy the Rainmaker” was bom some time 
about 1825. And he diéd on Marh 17, 1915. 
From which you can deduce he lived a rather 
long life. He first appeared at about the age’ 
of ten in the company of ome Captain Hiram 
Bedlows. In later years the old sea captain 
would relate that the parents of Ronald Mark- 
son had been killed in an Indian attack an a 
‘wagon . The baby was spared and later 
psa ge Nari Tt may or may not 
be tue, One ‘was certain: Sealine 
unusual talents the old sea salt was quick 
to see-that money could be made. At first’ he 
would travel fram town: to town with the boy, 
lane bere, Sig he wow say, Fo: {uit 
ar you 
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e town of Ridgefield appeared with their fam- 
ilies. Randy wore a theatrical outfit. With a lot 
of brass buttons sewed on his coat. 


i 
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“T have heard the call to come to help you,” 
he pues “And because you are good and peace- 
ful folks, I will do this for you without 
But you must agree on what day you want the 
rain, And how much.” 

“It can begin today, which is Monday,” said 
oe ae “Unless I get it soon all my crops will 


“Not t 


,'" said a woman. “We women are 
here in our 


e clothing, We will be drenched 
to skin if it rains. Make it tomorrow and a 
it.” * 

“Not tomorrow,” said an Indian Chief. “On 
Tuesday we smoke our meats and fish. If it 
rains then we can’t light our fire. So make it 
on Wednesday.” t 
“Not on Wednesday,” shouted a young boy. 
‘On that day we are going to have a school 


*pienic, You can't enjoy yourself if it rains, So 


make it on Thursday. 


“Not Friday,” said an old man, “I ama ped- 
dlar. On my back I carry a heavy sack. Filled 
with cloth, needles, threads, and other items that 
the people need. I go on foot. If it rains it will 
be too much for me. So let it rain on Saturday.”” 

on Saturlay,” said an Indian female. 


“Not 
““That is the day we go and pick berries. Did 
you ever 


try to pick berries in the rain? So 


_make it rain on Sunday,” 


very sorry to disagree about Sunday,” 

pastor. “But the folks in our town are 

peculiar. They do not like to go to the prayer, 

it rains, I realize we have used’ 

‘up every day of the week. What do you sug’ 
you 


surprise you. Pick that suits me. Y¢ 
have rain,” fag Uh Gah edo rah a 
cloud coming in from the east. 

And two days later it rained and rained. It 
hee Pe beni Rainmaker etd 
allated hls Soe nna ae Coed s 


ANTS 


| ne DINOSAUR GIANTS ayy, 
ARE INA PASS FORMA o 


YOU WOULDN'T BEL/EVE IT, \ 
BARNEY ! IT SAILED RIGHT 
OUT OF THET.V. SET ! 


q 


7/1 HARDLY BELIEVE 7HAT, FRED! TLL PROVE IT..LET'S TAKE THIG 
/{ LI THINK wey WATCH jTOOMUCH BALL BACK TO THE STADIUM 


AFTER ‘em, BoYs } 
THERE'S THE GUYS" 
: WITH THE BALL! 
HEY, COACH, HERES 
YOUR FOOTBALL, IT... 


SEIN STAMPEDEDSL 


RUN, FRED, WERE, 


TO GET SO INVOLVED 
IN THOSE GAMES! 


SHAPE 


FRED, You'RE IN WHAT 90 YOu 
A BAD SHAPE! MEAN ‘400K 
YOU LOOK LIKE LIKE A PEAR’ 
A PEAR! > AS 


o 


/ DON'T SCOLD ME, WILMA, 
THIS 1S A COMPLEMENT 
\ 70 YOUR COOKING { 


WELL, THANK You, FRED, 
BUT YOU BETTER DO 
SOMETHING ABOUT 
THAT POUCH ! 


GOSH, WILMA 16 _ 
cs A 


GH 


C'MON, OINO, LAST 
ONE AROUND THE 
BLOCK 1S Avs 
> PUFFS 
BQUFFE 


LIKE Nor EATING 
SO MUCH OR BETTER 


STILL, EXERCISING / 


DINO, STOP’MAKIN! 
FUN AT ME, I KNOW HEY, VINO, 
You've BEEN AROUND WHAT Y¥/GOT 
+| TWICE..WAIT FORME... IN YOUR MOUTH 2 


WE HAVE NO RIGHT FIELDER 
AND WHEN THE BALL IS 
HIT THAT WAY IT ROLLS DOWN 
™ INTO THE QUARRY! 


! 


| CONTINUED AFTER THE NEXT PAGE | 


” HEY, TILL BE YOUR 
RIGHT FIELDER, KIBS; 
\F I GET FIRST BATS! 


RIGHT FIELD IS 
OUT THA’ 


WAY, 
MR. FLINTSTONE! 


( FREO, YOUREZALLY MADE/T/ 
YOU'RE BACK IN SHAPE ! 


